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A Beautiful Cursed Angel 


Author's Notes: 


This one-shot went a bit dark and desperate and | hope you don't mind Izzy being a total asshole in here but 
this is what the prompt inspired me.. 
Also to be noted: Izzy is a bit older than Axl in this story and for once, its Axl's who's the junkie. 


Wishing you a merry ficmas and happy reading! 


"You outdid yourself tonight," Izzy said as he was counting how much money Axl had brought back. "Must be 
the high heel boots | bought you.. With your leather mini skirt, nobody can resist you," he smirked. 


Axl nodded and continued to remove his make-up while Izzy was recounting the money. When he was done, he 
pulled four notes of fifty and walked right behind Axl's chair. He leaned over his shoulder and slid the notes 


into Axl's corset cleavage. 


Axl looked at Izzy's reflection in the mirror. 

"Why are you giving me this?" 

"You deserve a little bonus, for the hard work. | know you had many customers. You must be... Tired." 
Axl blushed and looked away. 

"Thanks." 

"Tomorrow's your day off anyway. Treat yourself." 


Axl didn't say anything further. He had no clue what he could want for two hundred dollars. It was way more 
than the usual pocket money Izzy would leave him but at the same time, it was not enough to get himself 


anything that could really change his life, was it? 


Izzy stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray that was on the side of Axl's dresser and then grazed his 
fingers on Axl's naked shoulder. Izzy had a look at his watch. It was almost 6 am. He headed for the door. 


"Come to my room when you're done, okay?" 
Axl nodded and watched Izzy leave and close the door behind him. 


Axl waited for a moment before letting out a heavy sigh. He was beyond tired. He was starving and his body 
was aching in all the wrong places. All he wanted was to get his fix and fall asleep, hoping he wouldn't wake up 
the next day. Or if he had to wake up, he hoped that Izzy would at least be in bed with him and hold him. 
Izzy's arms around him.. That was the only human touch Axl was enjoying. That was also the only form of 


intimacy lzzy allowed himself with him. 


Axl knew that if things had been different, meaning, if he hadn't been a hooker, maybe Izzy and him could have 
been together. It could have been like the first week they had spent together, when they had just met. They 
had spent most of their time in bed as Izzy had broken him in. 


These days, however, things were very different between them. Axl was usually too tired to be an enjoyable 
fuck and he also suspected that Izzy didn't actually relish the idea of sticking his dick into him after several 
guys had done to the same. Sometimes, Izzy would ask him for a blowjob and Axl would oblige but it was 
usually in the morning, after they had both caught up with some drunken or drugged up sleep. 


Half an hour later, Axl stepped out of his narrow shower room. He had dried his hair with a towel and brushed 
it. He had brushed his teeth and removed the chipped electric blue polish from his nails. He put on a sleeveless 
cropped t-shirt and a pair of clean black underwear. Izzy always liked it better if he looked good and wore clean 


things. 


Axl knocked on Izzy's door and walked in when Izzy told him to come in 
Izzy was standing by the window. He was barefoot and only wearing his black leather pants. The room was only 
lit by a small lamp on one of the bedside tables and a few candles on the wide window sill. The window didn't 


have any curtain so there was also light coming in from the neons outside, across the street. 


Izzy checked out how Axl looked and let his hand trail for a few seconds on the small of his back as he passed 
next to him. 


"Nice... | actually prefer you this way," Izzy said. 


Axl preferred it like that as well. But this was not what clients were after, so Axl was always dressed up as a 


top shelf slut when he was working on Sunset under Izzy's watchful eye. 

Clean and innocent-looking Axl was something only Izzy had the chance to look at and enjoy. 

"Sit down" 

Izzy said it automatically and without even looking at him. Axl didn't need to be told what to do. It was the 
same ritual every evening. Axl would sit on Izzy's mattress and let him shoot him up. Sometimes, Izzy would do 
it again in the morning or midday. It depended at what time he had given him his night fix and how Axl felt or 
how much he complained. Izzy was always accommodating for that, as long as Axl was out on the sidewalk at 
night, he didn't mind fixing him an extra shot. 

"You know the last guy who picked me up tonight?," Axl started to say while Izzy was preparing his fix. 

"The tall blond guy in a suit? What about him?" 


"He said something to me when we were done... I've been thinking about it since we came back" 


Izzy frowned. It was rare that Axl would tell him about anything that would occur or was said when he was 


with a client, unless something went wrong. 
"What did he say? Did he threaten you?" 


"No, no. Nothing like that. He said.. He used to go to another hooker. He had red hair too. That's why he picked 
me tonight. He likes redheads." 


Izzy nodded. 
"The other hooker.. He said he had seen him going from looking great to.. Looking old and used up in a few 


years. He said he probably had too many customers and had been doing this for too long.. He didn't like it 
anymore because the guy didn't look as good as he used to." 


Izzy came to sit next to Axl and Axl held out his arm. 
"Nobody likes damaged goods," Izzy shrugged. "Hold this." 


"| know, but | was thinking.. What will happen with me? When.. You know, I'll get older and.. If | don't look like this 


anymore?" 
"Don't move." 


Axl looked as Izzy's fingers held his arm and pushed the needle in. The first times, he couldn't bear to watch. 
By now, he actually preferred to see it happen though part of his brain also dreaded the moment and the 
sight. The bliss and the pleasure always won against the guilt and the warning against danger. There was no 
other way to survive and keep your sanity in the street doing what he was doing anyway, or at least that's 


what he thought, and that's also what Izzy had taught him. 


Izzy injected the usual dose with practice eased and then untied the belt and released Axl's arm. He pushed 


him on his back on the mattress and ran his fingers in his long red hair. 


It had only been b months since he had taken Axl under his wing and shown him the ropes, turning the 18- 
year-old hick from Indiana into a sought-after crossdressing male hooker, and also a smack addict. At 25, Izzy 
was just a little older than him but he had lived in the streets of LA. by himself since he was IT. He was 
young but it seemed like he had lived a few lives already. If there was one thing Izzy was, it was street-smart. 


Axls eyes closed. Izzy could see Axl's facial expression relax thanks to the liquid amber that was coursing 
through his veins. He played a little more with his silky hair and then caressed his face gently. 


Izzy looked down at his little protégé. Axl was really stunning and he would still be for a year, maybe a year 
and a half. At the rate at which he was making him take clients to cash in on his youth and smacking him up 
to alleviate the pain and the strain, he couldn't hope to keep him fresh and pretty like this too long. When he'd 


no longer be good enough to attract and retain customers, Izzy would let him go. He always did. 


He'd usually give his boys some money when he let them free but most of them wouldn't survive more than 
a few months on their own. Some of them did make it. The lucky ones. There weren't many lucky ones, 
however. And from what he knew of Axl's past, he doubted that Axl was a lucky guy. He was a beautiful 


cursed angel. 


There would be other pretty young men that would take over after him. There were always pretty guys that 
could be persuaded to do it. 


Even if he liked Axl more than the other boys that had worked for him so far, it didn't matter in the long run. 
For now, however, of course it mattered. He didn't want his pretty boy to be down or depressed or think 


about the worst. 


He wasn't sure if Axl could hear him still or if he was already completely gone and enjoying his trip, but Izzy 


leaned over and kissed his forehead. 


Axl opened his eyes a little and stared at Izzy helplessly. He was looking lost and scared despite the heroine 


bliss he was swimming in. 
"| don't wanna be old and ugly," Axl whispered. 
Izzy smiled at him and rubbed the pad of his thumb over his pretty lips. 


"Don't worry, darling. Don't worry about anything.. Beautiful angels like you don't get old anyway.’ 


